Jack Young slept not, but was ready to, goe out as the
docke struck to the houre of appointment, and then going to
open the Dore he was disappointed, knocks, bounces, stampes,
calls Tapster I Chamberlayne ! Hosier! sweares and curses
dreadfully; nobody would come to him. Sir John and W.
Davenant were expectant all this time, and ready to dye with
laughter. I know not how, he happened to gett open the Dore,
and was comeing downe the stay res. The Hostler, a huge
lusty fellow, fell upon him, and held him, and cryed, Good Sir,
take God in your mind, you shall not goe out to destroy your-
self. J. Young struggled and strived, insomuch that at last
he was quite spent and dispirited, and was faine to goe to bed
to rest himselfe.
In the morning the Landlady of the House came to see
how he did, and brought him a Cawdle; Oh, Sir, sayd she, You
had a heavy fitt kst night; pray, Sir, be pleased to take some of
this to comfort your heart. Jack Young thought the woman
had been mad, and being exceedingly vexed, flirted the porrenger
of Cawdle in her face. The next day his Camerades told him all
the plott, how they crosse-bitt him. That night they went to
Bronham House, Sir Edward Baynton's (then a noble seate,
since burnt in the Qvill Warres) where they were nobly enter-
tained severall dayes. From thence, they went to West Kington
to Parson Davenant, Sir William's eldest brother, where they
stayd a weeke—mirth, witt and good cheer flowing. From
thence to Bath, six or seven miles.
My Ladye Southcott, whose husband hanged himselfe,
was Sir John Suckling's sister. At her house in Bishopsgate-
Street, London, is an original], of her brother Sir John of Sir
Anthony van-Dyke, all at length, leaning against a rock, with
a play-booke, contemplating. It is a piece of great value.
When his Aglaura was put on, he bought all the Cloathes
himselfe, which were very rich; no tinsell, all the lace pure gold
and silver, which cost him ... I have now forgott. He had some
scaenes to it, which in those dayes were only used at Masques.
He went into France, where after sometime, being come
to the bottome of his Found, reflecting on the miserable and
despicable condition he should be reduced to, having nothing
left to maintaine him, he (having a convenience for that purpose,
lyeing at an apothecarie's house in Paris) tooke poyson, which
killed him miserably with vomiting. He was buryed in the
Protestants Churchyard. This was (to the best of my remem-
brance) 1646.
His Picture, which is like him, before his Poemes, says that
he was about 28 yeares old when he dyed.
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